


pk IBER IS, LOZ PRICK 15 CENTS 





To Bob or Not to Bob 


The girl who couldn't make up her mind 








LIFE: Published Weekly by Life Pub. Co., at 598 Madison Ave., New York, N.Y. Subscription 
at New York, N. Y., uncer the act of March 3, 1879. Printed in U tered as Second Cla 


























3 


N every city 
in the world 
Melachrinos set 
the standard of 
cigarette quality. 





_MELACH |RINO & CO. 
EGYPTIAN CiGARETTES 


PLAIN ~ CORK 
OR STRAW 
TIPS 
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MELACHRINO 


he one cigarette sold the world over“ 
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Inspiration 
Wuen I was young (oh, yes, I 
was!)... 

I sang of Nature’s phases 
And used to analyze the buzz 

Of bees, or was it daisies? 
Old Mother Nature was the stuff 

And how I loved to chant her! 
Even a chipmunk was enough 

To set me off, instanter. 


Then came the gay, unfettered time 
Of bachelor romances, 

With many an ardent, midnight rhyme, 
Committed after dances. 

A smile, a kiss, a lock of hair, 
Each had its rhythmic uses ; 

Believe me, Brothers, I was there 
With Marys, Janes and Lucys 








But now a more domestic mood 
My fountain-pen inspires. 

It's terrible the coal and food 
And stuff a home requires, 

And though I sing of Nature or, 
At times, refer to kisses, 

I reaily only do it for 
The kiddies and the Missus 

2. € 

















Reflections of a Mother-in-Law 

“Wen Lamech an’ I lived back 
in Peoria I prob'ly wasn’t his intel- 
lectual companion like my daughter 
Minnie is to her husband, but I didn't 
| run him ragged the last thirty days of 
every year tryin’ to keep up with 
| Christmas. 

















“Minnie has bought an’ wrapped 
presents for everybody that has spoke 
to her in the last five years; and judg- 
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A STEEPLE CHASE in’ by the amount o’ tissue paper an’ 





holly ribbon she’s used she must have 
included them that has just nodded to 
\ mopicum of fame has accrued her absently. 

the Long Island barber who shaved “After the excitement has died down 


Prince of Wales. Double-leaded | I'm goin’ to make Harold a Christmas 1: Exgutsrre MORSELS 


present of a little check. He’s no fool, ! 
| + ~6=—S of. Vanilla Chocolate, 


nd of the expert who can prove if he is my son-in-law; and he’s the 
ever performed a like operation on most heroic figure of modern holiday | wrapped in pure tin 
irles E. Hughes. sufferin’ I ever seen.” McC. H. foil. Delicious as 
sun-ripened fruit. A 
Merry Christmas! delightful food-con- 

The Pleasure of Receiving and the Pleasure fection for the entire 
of Giving are Both Assured in family. Tempting to 

a Subscription to the last piece. 
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nt pages, however, are at the com- 








Y you dealer cannot supply you, send 
1 


It is the one gift everybody wants, both youngsters 


00 for a pound box. 
and oldsters, and means real satisfaction for all, each 
week, for the whole year round. Try it and see. 
Christmas Offer W B 





Enclosed find Five Dollars (Canadian $5.80; Foreign $6.60). Ohe onl 0 


Send Lire for one year to 
IL Monit 


—_—— H. O. Wirsur & Sons, Inc., Phila., Pa 
> : Makers of Wilbur's Cocoa 
LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York x. 


S TRAOL MARK REGISTEREO U.S PATENT OF FICE 





With Christmas Card gaint iera 
in colors from 









































































can afford to buy the Packard Six— 


the man who is buying a half-price, half- 
quality, half-life car every year or two and, 


the man who is buying a heavy, bulky, com- 
plicated car less often. 


The depreciation cost per year of the long- 
life Packard Six will be no more. 


The operating and maintenance costs will be 
much less. 


And— 


The Packard Six will give the added advan- 
tages of Packard beauty, distinction, and 
comfort. 


Packard Six furnished in ten body types, open and enclosed 
— $2585 to $3675 at Detrvit. Packard’s extremely liberal 
ey one ema greene we ible thei diate enjoyment 
of a Packard, purchasing out of income instead of capital 








ASK THE MAN WHO OWNS ONE 




















Biography of a Christmas Present 
[) SC BMSER 21—Purchased by T. Worsley Jenkins ai 
t the Maison Pfhaff. 
cember 22—Sent by T. Worsley Jenkins to Miss Milli- 
cent Koumiss. 
23—Opened by Miss Millicent Koumiss, and 
sent (a few minutes later) to Frank 
S. Nicholsby. 
cember 24—Opened by Frank S. Nicholsby, and sent 
(immediately) to Miss Helen Clinker- 
son. 
ecember 25—Opened by Miss Helen Clinkerson, and dis- 
patched (by special messenger) to T. 


cember 


Worsley Jenkins. 

ecember 26—Returned by T. Worsley Jenkins to the 
Maison Pfhaff. One-half original 
price refunded. c. G. 3. 
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First Shopgirl: 
Second Shopgirl: ves, 


“SOAR 


AIN’T YOU GLAD CHRISTMAS COMES 








The Real Reason 
WEETEST of them all,” “My dearest, 


“How I adore you!” “There is no other half so sweet,” 


my only own,” 


“You are the one girl for me,”...“I love you.” 
How many hundreds of times he had 
very words! Ah, how many thousands of times! 


repeated those 
And yet, 
he was a 


he had been perfectly sincere each time. You see, 


writer of sentimental song-hits. 


A Pleasant Job 
NICKS: Where did you get that roll of money? 
Knacks: It’s not mine. I’m just 
for a friend! 


breaking it in 


Jackie Coogan that 
found consolation 


OUBTLESS 
Rome 
in the thought, 


when they told 
was not built in 


“Well, Los 


a day, he 
Angeles wasn’t either.” 


SONA 
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BUT ONCE A 
F IT WOULD ONLY COME, 


















ROTTEN ENTRANCE — ' ; 
“GO BACK Anp TRY 
“NIT OVER. AGAIN: 








SANTA ENTERS THE MOVIE DIRECTOR'S HOME 


Blighted The Past Master 


ISS BORE: Did I 

about my operation? 

Miss Snore: No, and I never told 
you about mine. We're quits. 


ever tell you AM: Know anythin’ 


Sam: Boy, I’se a expert. 
married to one fo’ ten yeahs. 
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here cross-word puzzles, 


‘bout these 


Sam? 
l’se been 





Night Golf 
(And Some of the New Alibis We Ma 
Expect to Hear) 

“T’D had a three at the seventh if tl 
blamed fuse hadn't blown out.” 
“How can you expect a man to pu 

with all those owls hooting!” 

“Well, if that milkman hadn't yell 
‘Whoa!’ just as I started to swing y 
would have seen something.” 

“No wonder Perkins got a seventy 
three at Wickliffe last night. He h 
the moon with him on every hole.” 

“Now, dear, you know I always qu 
but 
we were all square when we came to tl 


at four A. M., regardless, to-night 
thirty-sixth hole and -—” 

“T'll bet that’s Jenkins ahead of u 
He never replaces a divot in the day 
time, nor an electric bulb at night.” 

J. W. 
[* all the wishes made over the tur 
key’s wishbone this Christmas com: 
true, where will California and Florida 
find room for all the people? 
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Willie: FATHER, 


YOU TO 


BUY 








IF SANTA CLAUS DOESN’T BRING ME A NEW SWEATER THIS CHRISTMAS, I WANT 
ME THAT ONE, 
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Two Practical Suggestions 


THE TELESCOPIC UMBRELLA 


HANDLE FOR USE AT 


CLOSE QUARTERS. 
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MACHINE FOR GETTING LITTLE GIRL TO TAKE HER 
CEREAL EVERY MORNING. 


Dependability 


| “HIS particular truck driver had such a nice, dependable 
face that I turned to look at him again. It was a 
r, windy day; half-frozen pedestrians slanted into the 
Iden gusts, hands punched deep into coat pockets. 
\s I watched, one of life’s little dramas shaped itself 
re my eyes. A well-worn derby was whipped from the 
iy head of a pitifully small and wizened man across the 
eet. The wind played with it, 
t out of his agonized clutch. 
What a pity!” chattered some, while others broke into 
s of ill-timed laughter. 


tossing it about always 


Get that fumble!” roared a pimply youth in a raccoon 
t, barely grazing it with the wheel of his roadster, while 
college men in the crowd cheered this pat reference to 
‘ gridiron game. 
The derby swirled directly in front of the onrushing 
heels of the nice-faced driver's truck, And there, the 


shuttlecock of fate, it settled, rocking gently on its well- 
worn rim. On came the truck; the owner of the derby 
sank to his knees, his thin hands twisted before his breast. 
A final sharp swerve to the right would save the day. 
I felt sure that my truck driver would uphold the finest 
traditions of the great merchant’s name which emblazoned 
the side of his thundering juggernaut. He did. 
he gauged the distance with expert eye, and—when he 
had passed, a worm could have looked over the derby 
without raising its chin from the asphalt. 
I knew that driver wouldn’t fail. His 
dependable look. 


Smiling, 


face had that 
Stanley Jones. 


The Only Way 


ARR: I want my name to go ringing down the corridors 
of time. 


Carr; You'll have to hire a bell-boy to page you, 








Li? & 



































HABERDASHERS 
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The Window-Dresser’s Masterpiece; or 
rp ; 



























































































































































What’s the Use? 























“GAVE ME , 





“LISTEN, SONNY, I TOLD YOU AGAIN AND AGAIN THAT I DIDN'T HAVE ANY CARDS FOR YoU.” 
“WELL, WILL YOU LOOK JUST ONCE MORE?” 
“1 pip.” 
“WELL, DON’T SAY NOTHIN’ IF THE KIDS SHOULD AST YA—MAKE B'LEEVE I GOT SOMETHIN’ !” 
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Ballade of Christmas Disgust 


“HE mercury’s tower and coal is higher; 

The cook’s just told us she cannot stay; 

| .st night in a snowstorm I blew a tire; 

\ check I expected has gone astray; 

he Germans still holler that they can’t pay; 
wught a bad cold (it’s the flu, I fear) ; 
't life lovely and—tschoo!—and gay? 

ry Christmas and Happy New Year! 


wife’s been at me two months to buy her 

new fur coat. Can you beat that, eh? 

1aybe daddykins won't perspire 

1en he hands her those hankies on Christmas Day! 
1 falling off in my iron play 

losing te dubs that I used to smear. 

f ligt in my darkness there’s not a ray. 

ry Christmas and Happy New Year! 


dry laws are rapidly growing drier 

d the hooch we're getting grows worse, I'll say. 
t got stung in an oil-stock flier; 

ye wonder my whiskers are turning gray? 

s always like that—when my point’s six-trey 
dice just seven me under the ear! 

feel like jumping in New York Bay. 

ry Christmas and Happy New Year! 


L’Envot. 
ybe you'll have ’em—I hope you may; 
tut that’s a phrase I don’t want to hear. 
the—how do they get that way? 
\lerry Christmas and Happy New Year? 
Baron Ireland. 


Three Fish Stories 


FTER three hours and a half we landed him, and he 
tipped the scales at just two hundred and seventy-four 
nds.” 
\ny one fishing off this property will be severely prose- 
ed.” 
I tell you it was the finest filet of sole I ever tasted, 
| for the three of us it came to only ninety cents.” 





EAREST,” said Fauntleroy, pushing the new book 
aside with a sad little smile, “didn’t they have any 
d-word puzzles?” 








ANDERVON — 


The Pup: E'S CERTAINLY A FRIENDLY LITTLE 
CUSS—HE KEEPS WAGGING HIS TAIL AT ME. 





“GOOD WILL TOWARD MEN” 


Down with the Trees! 

NLIGHTENED city dwellers everywhere are chopping 

down the trees. Are you among them? Trees shut out 
views of the neighbors’ doings, hide the friendly glow of 
the street lamps, and are a real menace to the jolly, uncon- 
ventional motorist who likes to run along the sidewalk. 
Artistically, trees are fussily Victorian. A simple, stately 
telegraph pole is far more in keeping with the present day 

Do you want your children to be nervous wrecks? The 
constant sight of agitatedly fluttering leaves is a bad in- 
fluence on young nerves. Bring up the kiddies in the shade 
of the good old filling station. 

Remember what little acorns do! It is far easier to chop 
down a sapling than an oak. Hitch your radio antenne 
to a chimney! Let us strive for a treeless Christmas! 

Olga Owens. 


Simple-Entendre 
IRST STENOGRAPHER: There was an awful lot of 
double meanings in that show. 
Seconp Ditto: Yeah; but sometimes there was only one, 
and you couldn’t help getting it. 
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IF SKEPTICISM INCREASES 
AMONG FOUR-YEAR-OLD CHIL- 
DREN, IT MAY BE NECESSARY 
TO REDESIGN SANTA CLAUS 


ALONG MORE PLAUSIBLE 
LINES. 


CHIMNEY-CLIMBING 





OOTBALL, baseball, basketball, track 
athletics, soccer, checker-playing, tennis, 
golf, fishing, and various other forms 
of sport—Hooray! 

Who are we, who are we, who are we? 

GUESS! 

Yale? No; guess again! Harvard? No; 

guess again! 

OAK HALL? YES!” 

As the college yell of old Oak Hall rang 
into the crisp winter air, the three Rover 
Boys, all dressed up in their mackinaws and 
galoshes and big out from 
the familiar campus to spend the Christmas 
Holidays on the farm. 

“Hooray for the 
the college students. 

“Good-by! Good-by!” called President 
Putnam. “Don’t get run over by the horse 
cars !” 

“Don't take any wooden nickels,” retorted 
Tom Rover merrily; and the crowd was con- 


fur gloves, set 


Rover Boys!” shouted 


vulsed with laughter. 

Joshua Gooseberry, the Rovers’ hired man, 
met them in the carryall at Oak Run, to 
drive them Valley Brook Farm. 
“Well, Mr. Tom,” he grinned, “I guess you'll 
be the death of me this vacation, I guess.” 
Poor Joshua had often been the victim of 
Tom's “pranks” in the past.* 

Meantime the Rover 
moved the axles from the carryall, and filled 
the hubs with butter; and at this remark of 


out to 


fun-loving had _ re- 


Joshua’s he winked in a manner that set 
Sam to roaring. 

And sure enough, as the big carryall 
reached the top of the hill, off came all 


four wheels with a bump! and Joshua and 
the 3oys pitched headlong 
downhill. The brothers could not help laugh- 
ing merrily to see how completely the gul- 
lible hired man had been “taken in” by 
Tom’s prank. “Dear me, Mr. Tom, you'll 
death of me moaned Joshua, 
as he crawled out of a thorn-bush and 
started to collect the pieces of the carryall. 
Yet with it all he could not help liking the 
boy; Tom had such curly brown hair and 


three Rover 


be the yet,” 


sparkling eyes. 

“Hooray for the Rover Boys! 
farmers. 

“Hooray! Hooray! Hooray!” echoed Aunt 
Martha Uncle Randolph as the boys 
drove up to the farm and sat down to a 
steaming hot meal. 


called the 


and 


*See the “Ground-Glass-in-Soup” Prank, Vol. 49, 
page 21; the “Kicked-by-Jackass” Prank, Vol. 57, 
page 3, and the “Tar-and-Feather” Prank, Vol. 79, 
page 114. 


The Rover Boys on the Farm 


Or; A Happy Christmas Holiday 





“Well, Tom, are you over the sleepi: 
sickness, as related in “The Rover Boys 
Congress’?” inquired Aunt Martha soli 
tously. 

Christmas Eve saw “big doings” on t 
farm. The three boys had over the th: 
girls of the last book, and after fun cracki: 
nuts, in which more fingers were smashe 
they hung up their stockings. 

“Now watch for Santa Claus!” said Aw 
Martha. 

“It's Uncle Randolph!” whispered San 
“He’s coming down the chimney.” 

Tom Rover grinned, because he felt 
prank coming on. He left the room hurried); 

A moment later should appear | 
the fun-loving Rover leading his un 
across the front lawn. Inasmuch as it w 
dark, and the Santa Claus whiskers had g 
into his eyes anyway, Uncle Randolph could: 
see very well. Tom led him to the big w 
in the front yard. 

“Here’s the chimney, Mr. 
he said in a disguised voice. 
down.” 

So Uncle Randolph did; and at the dis 
tant thud and faint splash the young fol! 
could hold themselves in no longer. 


who 


Santa Claus 


“Now crav 


“Such a joke on Uncle Randolph!” shout 
Sam. 

“Three cheers for the Rover Boys! 
shouted the three girls. The cheers we: 


given with a will; and the contents of that 
will, and how it led to the discovery of thei: 
missing godfather, who had been stranded 
for years on a New York Safety Zone, wil! 
be related in the next book of this 
entitled: “The Rover Boys in the Psycho 
pathic Ward; or, How Tom Bought 
Radio.” And here let us say good-by. 
Good-by. 


seric¢ 


Corey Ford. 


Analysis of the One Hundred Pe: 


Cent. American 
REJUDICE—against Catholics... 12% 


Prejudice—against Jews......... 12! 
Prejudice—against Negroes.......... 12! 
Moral Cowardice ....... jipaceun ieee - 
EE so cuknacwecchhesuaaaweke 4 
SN, ciicnn dace tanncacecenn 8 


IRST OFFICIAL: Don't you think the 

reckless motor drivers ought to be exan 
ined carefully? 

Seconp OrriciaL: But is it fair to thro 
so many men out of work? 




















And She Cannot Recall Whether You Were 








Why Not the Truth? 


ISS FLORENCE ELLEN TUTTS 


Takes a Chance 
And Sends You Christmas Wishes 
Because Your Name 
Was on an Old List 


A Liability or An Asset. 
7 7 
Mr. Bachelor Button 
Wishes You the Season’s Best 
Because, 
After All, 
A Dinner Is a Dinner, 
No Matter 
Who Gives It. 


* * * 


The Season’s Compliments 
to 
Mr. and Mrs. Many A. Fairs 
from 
Mr. and Mrs. Legal Lights, 
Who Trust One of You 
Will Be Decent Enough to Retain 
Mr. Lights 
For Your Next Divorce. 
* * * 
Mr. and Mrs. George Glump 
Wish You 
A Merry Christmas Day, 
This Being as Delicate a Way 
As Any 
Of Reminding You of the Hundred 
You Borrowed 
“Until the Banks Open Monday,” 
Last March. 


James K. McGuinness. 
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“SAY, BILL, DERE’S A GOOD JOB FER YER.” 
“NIX ON DE SNOW-SHOVELIN’. DEY AIN'T NO FUTURE IN IT.” 


Model for a Mammy Song Chorus 
PENING WORDS: “I'd like to be 3 
repeated as long as the audience can stand them 
Follow-up: “’Way down in ——”. Open your geography 
and pick anything at all in the pink states below the Mason 
and Dixon Line. It may be a river, a town or a swamp. 


These are 


Vaudeville and radio audiences are not particular 

Continuation: “Where the” something or other “is”’— 
anything that rhymes. 

Prolongation: “And the cotton blos- 
soms grow,” or any other romantic Tin 
Pan Alley plant. 

Repetend: “I'd like to be 
Maybe somebody in the audience missed 
it the first time. 

Localisation: “Where my mammy 





Begin stuttering the word 
“mammy” ad lib. That shows emotion 
if you remain alive. At this point any 
attempt to keep the words meaning 
something may well cease. What's the 
use? 

Grand Finale: Never mind why, but 
fling out your arms and continue bleat- 
ing. Elias Lieberman. 





a. ELL,” said the disgusted bell-boy 
as he looked at the nickel tip, 


’ ' ° - ® . . 
\ENRY, I WISH YOU’D COME IN AND HELP ME OPEN THESE PRESENTS I'M SENDING “he’s not bluffing—he’s a real million- 
AND TAKE OUT ALL THE PRICE TAGS THAT ARE UNDER FIVE DOLLARS.” 


aire, all right.” 
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NS Dwies a 
MISTLETOE 
THE FOXY TAXI-DRIVER 


The Realist 


E painted a beautiful picture—a picture of rippling 
streams, of azure skies, of flowered gardens. When 
he had finished, he picked up a handful of mud, which he 
flung upon his work. Then, upon another canvas, he painted 
a picture of the mud stains. 
a HAT’S the matter with Mama this morning?” 
“Oh, she’s been looking for a Christmas card from 
that woman she hoped wouldn’t have the nerve to send her 
one and it hasn’t come yet.” 


CNS re 
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Sire * 


oy Pops Diary 


Home by the earliest train it was civilized ; 
December He, 
take from the B s’, and never again s| 

11th my husband, poor wretch, persuade me to vi 
stupid people for his own professional ends. Lord! 
plays a woman clad in evening garb can walk out into 
snow storm, leaving any given unpleasant party flat, but 
real life one must stick things out. My relief fr 
nostalgia did put me in a fantastic mood, so I sat me dow 
and wrote to my parfumeur in Paris telling him that 
must cease to use such fragile, undependable bottles, for: 
much as I cannot afford to lay out seven dollars an ow 
on a scent put up in a container which even the dista 
rumble of an elevated train will overturn....The Yuleti 
issues of the magazines are now on the stands, and I 
wonder why some wag of an editor did not print “Do N 
Open Until Christmas” on his title page. Two packag 
bearing that legend did arrive this day, and I pray that 
be given strength to withstand the curiosity which the ma 
date awakens. 





At my accounts betimes, emerging with such 


December ora 
depression that I did think seriously for a fe 


12th 
the asperities of an existence whose woes must, if the soot! 
sayers are to be credited, be largely imaginary. So mar 
people in one extremity or another have come to me of lat 


(Continued on page 32) 
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“wor’p 1 like FOR CHRISTMAS!—EM’LY, I'D SCARE TH’ LIVERS OUTA YA IF I WAS T’ TELL YA!” 


moments of taking up mental science against 
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Quandary 


\ ‘ITH careful deliberation he viewed 


¥ the possibilities of an equal and 


ate division from every angle. 
iter all, it was a study in angles, 
ring a nice touch and a fine con- 
ce. There were three to come in 
share, and he must be certain that 
was slighted. 

vas a deed to try one’s mettle and 
“Oh, 


he thought, “could there not have 


t one’s sense of fairness. 
three times the quantity, or, at 
only one to receive the pittance ?” 
fair? Could he be un- 
Was it not too much to ask of 


he be 


that the whole matter 
| his nerves, irritated him beyond 


found 


and he made a rapid decision 
horrid breach of faith!—to give 
one, and to leave the others, 
deserving, without support... . 
rdingly, he spread the entire Au- 
butter pat on the first slice of 
and ate the other two dry. 


Henry K. Hall. 


Then the Storm Broke 


TAR about the riot down at the 
4 Umbrella Repair Men's Ball last 
! What was the matter?” 
orchestra started to play ‘It 
Gonna Rain No More’.” 


GE: Well, Eph, 


eded to your wishes and got a 


your wife's 


Are you satisfied now? 


Don’ I git no alimony?” 


4 


itisfied ! 














This Picture Has No Title 


$1,000.00 in Prizes to the Winners of this Title Contest 


For the best titles to this cartoon, Lire will award prizes as follows: 


Funst PRISe......... 
SECOND PRIZE....... 


$500 
$300 


CONDITIONS 


Y “best” is understood that title 

which most cleverly and briefly de- 
scribes the picture reproduced above. 

The Contest is now open and open 
to everybody, whether subscribers for 
not, and will ciose at this 
office at noon on next Saturday, Decem- 
ber 20. 


LiFE or 


Titles will be judged by three mem- 
bers of Lire’s Editorial Staff, and their 
decision will be final. 

Titles may be original, or may bh 


a quotation from some _ well-known 
author, and should not exceed twenty 
words each. Contestants may send in 
more than one title, but not more than 


ten in one envelope. 


Turp PrRIzE........ $150 
FourTIU PRIZE...... $50 
mit the title selected as best, second 


each will be awarded the full 
amount of the prize tied for. 

The 
as early as possible after the close of 
the Contest for completion 
of the final Checks will be 
sent simultaneously with the announce- 
ment of thx 

The 


course, arc 


best, etc., 
final award will be announced 


(allowing 
reading ). 


award 

Staff, of 
compete. 
\ll titles should be addressed to Lire’s 
Title Contest, 598 Madison 
New York, N. Y. Envelopes 
should contain nothing but the compet- 


members of Lure’s 


not permitted t 


Picture 
Avenue, 
ing titles, typewritten or very plainly 


written, using one side of paper only, 





Should two or with the name and address of the 
more persons sub- sender on each sheet 
. a 
| Y - 
. a / 
| | Eleventh Hour! 
fe HIS is absolutely the last warning. Lire’s Titl 
f Contest closes next Saturday (December 20)— 
| b ‘I finally and irrevocably. The prises will then be 
awarded, If you care to share in these, you must 
es mail or telegraph your answer in AT ONCE (see 
= - Conditions above). There's still a chance. Fre- 
quently the last guess is the best. How about yours? 
HIS FELLOW’S ROOF WAS CERTAINLY WET. AFRAID 
I'LL HAVE TO TAKE THESE DRY SOCKS OF HIS.” 
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DECEMBER 18, 1924 


VOL. 84. 2198 


“While there is Life there’s Hope” 
Published by 
LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
Cuartes Dana Gipson, President 
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FTER the 

political 
discussions of 
the autumn, one 
has considerable 
choice of reading in the newspapers. 
Always with us nowadays are the mur- 
ders and hold-ups, which are produced 
with a regularity almost monotonous, 
and of course they are not bad reading, 
as witness the public taste for detective 
stories. There are also unusual ac- 
tivities in international politics, to be 
considered especially in their bearing 
on the peace of the world: Great 
Britain’s adventure in Egypt; the re- 
lations of France, Spain and Italy with 
Africa; the relations of everybody with 
Russia. And the colleges, too, furnish 
livelier news than ordinary. 

And first as to murders, and in par- 
ticular that case of the body of the 
pastor’s wife being found in the furnace 
as far as it would go, and the question 
whether she crawled in there or was 
put in by somebody else. The papers 
called it “a ghastly horror” and did not 
exaggerate in so doing. The same 
words apply to certain experiments 
made to assist to an opinion whether 
the woman while still alive crawled into 
the furnace or was stuffed in, being al- 
ready dead. While a lot of men, de- 
scribed as scientists, lawyers and de- 
tectives, stood around all with watches 
in their hands, two little guinea pigs 
were thrown into the furnace to see how 
the fire affected them. The description 
of their behavior we do not wish to 
repeat. The commission of crime as 
the means of detecting crime is no 
novelty. We have rumors of it and 
sometimes proofs of it in cases of the 
third degree. But the experiment with 
the guinea pigs was horrible much be 
yond ordinary, and suggests doubts 
whether men capable of watching it and 
carrying it out are safe to have at 





large in their communities. These things 
took place in Bexley, Ohio, which is not 
far from Columbus. Is there no law 
in Ohio which puts limits to cruelty? 


8 
ao 


AS said, the colleges are giving more 

spirited news than usual. Mr. 
Harkness has given a million dollars to 
Yale for a new department of Dramatic 
Art, and Yale has promptly hired away 
from Harvard Professor Baker, re- 
nowned for his success in teaching his 
pupils to write plays. Forthwith rises 
up a yell of unusual vehemence from 
the Harvard Crimson, which puts “the 
President and Board of Overseers” in 
the pillory for their “shameful neglect” 
of Professor Baker, and declares that 
“their guilt must not go unnoticed.” 
Not in years, says the Crimson, has 
there been such a justified need for an 
outburst of indignation “against the 
powers that be in the University as 
there is to-day.” 

The Crimson is not very good at 
euphemisms, but it can clearly disclose 
the state of its mind. It could hardly 
use stronger language of a man who had 
murdered an affectionate wife because 
she bobbed her hair. It seems not to be 
aware how limited the responsibility of 
the Overseers is for the administration 
of Harvard University, but that is a 
mere mistake of identification of cul- 
prits and does not affect the manifest 
indignation at the crime. With Car- 
dinal O’Connell asserting that the Har- 
vard Corporation has lost the true 
faith, and the Crimson that the Over- 
seers lost Baker, outsiders may think 
it about time for the governing boards 
of Harvard to climb a tree. But they 
won't. The interesting thing about it is 


J 


tet 





that undergraduates should feel so free 
to assail their governors. 








They seem to have a fairly service- 
able article of free speech in the insti- 
tution at Cambridge, and that on the 
whole is commendable, for the truth is 
that nowadays not half enough is said 
about all sorts of people who need talk- 
ing about. Our current civilization is 
full of ridiculous activities promoted by 
ridiculous people. They ought to be 
shown up al! along the line. But un- 
less it is well done with good humor 
and due skill in use of language, it does 
not help much. Our valued neighbor 
the American Mercury, undertakes this 
useful work and does it better than any 
one else at present unless possibly it is 
Mr. Chapman. Fastidious people, even 
though they have some talent for cau- 
tery, are always afraid of being unjust 
to somebody or saying something that 
is not so. Not so the Mercury, wh 
flail descends steadily and with a hea: 
ening clatter upon the evil and the good 
the just and the unjust. That is 


right because the just sometimes 
more absurd than the wicked. 








AS for Mr. Chapman and his assa 

on “The Speechless Protestant 
(for that was the title of his letter t 
Bishop Lawrence), he has run int 
another great expounder of deep c 
victions, to wit: Brother Ralph Adan 
Cram, the great applauder of the Mid 
Ages, who with vast sympathy with M 
Chapman’s recent criticisms of t! 
Business School at Harvard now d 
clares that in punching up the Cath 
Church he is hopelessly wrong a! 
assails a great influence in support 
the very humanities that Mr. Chapm 
himself extols. 

Let us not take sides in this beauti! 
combat. But observe how much gi 
Mr. Chapman is doing! 

No doubt we all ought to denoun 
our neighbors more than we do. 
shows interest in them and also 
interest in righteousness. The wor 
thing is to see evil or even nonse! 
going on and say nothing about it. 
you take that course you soon | 
power to discern what is evil and w! 
is nonsense. The country is over-su 
plied with cautious tolerance most 
based on everybody's desire to go ab 
his own business and make some mon: 
and the fear that imprudence in dis- 
course may halt that process. 

E. S. Martin 
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In Bad Humor 


OR the purposes of our special murder campaign, we 

are dividing theatregoers into two classes: those who 
laugh at the wrong places and those who do not. In Class 
A, Roman numeral one, we are grouping, for special and 
painful extermination next Monday morning, rain or shine, 
those who laughed at the mandolin and piano scene between 
James Spottswood and Wanda Lyon in “Close Harmony.” 

“Close Harmony” is billed as a comedy by Dorothy 
Parker and Elmer Rice, but it comes much closer to mag- 
nificent tragedy than most of the killings you see done in 
outdoor Greek theatres. A poor little guy who is “happily 
married” except for the fact that he is miserable, meets 
a neighbor’s wife who isn’t even “happily married.” They 
find that they have something in common. She plays the 
piano and he plays the mandolin—when his wife will let him. 
They get together one afternoon and he picks out “The 
Blue Danube” to her accompaniment and, inflamed by the 
nominal success of this, they sing “The Sunshine of Your 
Smile” together. The delicate writing of this scene, com- 
bined with the practically perfect work of James Spotts- 
wood and Wanda Lyon, makes it just about as heart-break- 
ing a thing as we have ever seen on the stage. 


UT, scattered about in the audience, thanks to God's 

slovenly work in creating the world, were people who, 
because the man didn’t play the mandolin very well and 
wasn’t much of a singer, thought that it was a funny scene 
and laughed. They laughed all the way through it, and they 
laughed later when the man tried to make love to the woman. 
Apparently, if you are built that way, you look at the pro- 
gram, and if it says “a comedy” you laugh at everything. 
On second thought, it is probably more serious than that 
If you are built that way you are capable of just such 
functions as will digest your food, eliminate poisons, and 
keep your circulation going, and then call it a day. This 
department’s plan now is to halt even these functions in 
such people, by force if necessary. 


S°: unless you are quite sure that you have a complete 

set of everything, don’t try “Close Harmony,” because 
as you come out we will be waiting at the door with a 
U. S. Mail truck. You may feel that in spots it isn’t done 
as well as it deserves to be, and you may say, without let- 
ting yourself in for any serious injury, that you personally 





like a play with more action m it. It takes all kinds of 
people to you-know-what. But if our spies have reported 
you as having laughed at the splendid pathos of James 
Spottswood’s performance, you will receive, on leaving the 
lobby, one special souvenir crash on the skull which will 
make it awfully difficult for you ever to laugh at any- 
thing again. That's final. 





HE Fourth Music Box Revue seems to us to be the 

best since the memorable First one. It has a freshness 
and lightness which waft it along through its colorful 
course, so that even if some of its material is familiar, 
the total effect is that of having seen something new. The 
music also is the best that Irving Berlin has done since 
the opening of his playhouse. 

Fannie Brice is back in her old comedy form again, 
after several seasons of tragedy, and that in itself is suf- 
ficient to increase the laughter in the country by fifty 
per cent. In her song, “Don’t Send Me Back,” she per- 
forms the feat of changing pathos into comedy by the 
utterance of a single word (“terrible”) as only she in the 
world can utter it. Bobby Clark, with several leaves from 
his old burlesque book and some new ones, shows what 
a comedian can do when he is funny in his own right. 
Grace Moore is back again, lovelier and in better voice 
than ever, and Oscar Shaw makes an admirable young 
man to have in any show. Then there are Carl Randall, 
Ula Sharon and Hal Sherman for dancing, and.the happily 
ubiquitous Brox Sisters for Mr. Berlin’s specialties, and 
in general a show which proves that the art of assembling 
a revue is chiefly that of getting the best people in their 
respective fields together and then raising the curtain (after 
three months of the hardest work in the world). 


@ Se Sy 


HE indifference of the authorities at Harvard toward 

Professor Baker and his famous drama course, which 
has resulted in moving the course bodily to Yale, is prob- 
ably the result of an old Brahmin tradition in Back Bay 
that any one having to do with the theatre is just a wee 
bit déclassé. It is all right to work around footlights in 
Hasty Pudding theatricals, with the proper patronesses, 
but beyond that one simply does not go. However, as Pro- 
fessor Baker can probably do his work much more efficiently 
at Yale, the existence of this attitude at Harvard would 
seem to be of purely local importance. 

Robert Benchley. 
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Owing to the time it takes to print. Lire, 
newspapers the continuance of the attractions at the 


More or Less Serious 
adges. Forty-Ninth St.—To be reviewed 


week. 

nscience. Belmont—Lillian Foster mak- 

juite a lot of talk worth listening to. 
ancing Mothers. Maxine Elliott's — The 
problem of the new generation. 

awn. Sam H, Harris—Another statement 
1e above. 

he Desert Flower. Longacre — Love in 

pen spaces, in re Helen MacKellar. 
esire Under the Elms. Greenwich Village 
igene O'Neill's finest up to a point where 
comes anybody’s play. 
The Fake. Hudson— How about killing 
body? Godfrey Tearle starts a test case. 
High Stakes. Eltinge — Lowell Sherman 
g what he can for a cheap melodrama. 
My Son. Nora Bayes—Mildly worthy. 
Parasites. Francine Larrimore in a drama 
society leeches and how they live. 
Shipwrecked. JWallack’s—A dandy fire at 


Silence. National—H. B. Warner in a reg- 
Grade-A crook play. 
Simon Called Peter. Kiaw— Just about 
you would expect from the novel, 
h may or may not recommend it to you. 
rey Knew What They Wanted. 
ck — Containing some of the 


New Brooms. Fulton—A reversal of sev- 
eral old business maxims. 

Peter Pan. Knickerbocker—Marilyn Miller 
in Barrie’s fantasy. 

Pigs. Litth—A couple of modern children 
who do not present a moral problem, and 
very grateful it is, too. 

The Show-Off. Playhouse— 
edy. 

The Steam Roller. Princess—Fair. 

The Way of the World. Cherry Lane—A 
revival of Congreve’s comedy, if you like re- 
vivals of Restoration fun. 


A grand com- 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Annie Dear. Times Square—Billie Burke 
and Ernest Truex in a musical version of 
“Good Gracious, Annabelle.” 

Artists and Models. Astor—This year's 
version. 

Dixie to Broadway. Broadhurst—Florenc« 
Mills in a Negro show de luxe. 
The Grab Bag. Globe—You 
Wynn. 

Greenwich Village Follies. Minter Garden 
- few minutes of fun and a lot of nice 
things to look at. 

I'll Say She Is. 


know Ed 


Casino—Well, there are 


readers should verify from the daily 
theatres mentioned. 


the Marx Brothers, and you do 
thing any funnier than that. 

Kid Boots. Selwyn—Eddic Cantor and his 
year-old wit, 

Lady, Be Good! 
next week. 

The Magnolia Lady. 
terton in a musical version of 
of the Kitchen.” 

Madame Pompadour. Martin Beck—A real 
score, with Wilda Bennett heading the cast. 

Marjorie. Forty-Fourth St.—Good, regula 
tion stuff, with Elizabeth Hines and Andrew 
Tombes. 

Music Box Revue. 
in this issue. 


n't get any- 


Liberty—To be reviewed 


Shubert—Ruth Chat- 
“Come Out 


Music Bor—Reviewed 


My Girl. Wanderbilt—Mild but rather 
nice. 

Princess April. Ambassador—Tessa Kosta’s 
voice 


Ritz Revue. Rits—A_ splendid spectacle 
but not so long on comedy except for Char 
lotte Greenwood and Jimmy Savo. 

Rose-Marie. IJmpcriai—The musical hit of 
the season 

The Student Prince. Jols 
St.—To be reviewed later. 

Vanities. Earl Carroll—Joe Cook and lots 
of girls. 

Ziegfeld Follies. New Amsterdam—Well, 
there’s Will Rogers and, in general, what 
you go to the Follies for. 


yn’s Fifty-ninth 





acting of the season by 
line Lord, Richard Bennett 
Glenn Anders in a _ play 
h is worthy of it. 

Vhat Price Glory? P/ymouth— 
iy about the war which stands 
class by itself. 

Vhite Cargo. Daly’s—The dan- 
of staying out too long in 
hot sun. 


Comedy and Things 
Like That 


Abie’s Irish Rose. Republic — 
the best comment to go in 

s space, we will give two tickets 
the play. 

Artistic Temperaments. 
be reviewed later. 
The Best People. Lyceum—An- 

one about the Young Folks, 

Close Harmony. Gaiety—Re- 
ved in this issue. 

The Farmer’s Wife. Comedy— 
sant Devonshire talk. 

The Firebrand. Morosco— 
seph Schildkraut as Benvenuto 
imi in a delightful résumé of 
agile amours. 

Grounds for Divorce. Empire— 
rth seeing for Ina Claire. 

The Guardsman. Booth—Dis- 

nguished playing by Lynn Fon- 
nne and Alfred Lunt in an amus- 

g comedy of domestic suspicion. 
The Harem. Belasco—To be re- 

ewed next week. 

The Little Clay Cart. Neigh- 
rhood—To be reviewed later. 
The Man in Evening Clothes. 

lenry Miller’s—To be reviewed 
ext week. 


Cort— 














Minick. Bijou—A comedy of = 
3 w (O. P. Heggie) 
which is so good that it almost is 
tragedy. 


LYNN FONTANNE AND ALFRED LUNT IN 


“THE GUARDSMAN” 


The Pedestrian 
HE pedestrian is a biped 
of the genus homo whose 
idea of a crossword puzzle is 
the traffic officer’s semaphore. 
He is regarded lightly by 
autoists and 
morticians. Although not in- 


covetously by 


variably a teetotaler, he stu- 
diously avoids carrying a flask 
in his hip pocket. 

a fast- 
wears out his 
brake lining with startling 
rapidity and hits on all four 
much more than 
the most prolific product of 
Detroit.. He is constantly 
boiling over. His valves are 
headlights are 


This specimen of 
dying race 


frequently 


leaking. His 
out of focus and his steering 
gear twisted beyond repair. 

He gets stalled repeatedly 
in the midst of traffic. His 
timing is bad. He can go 
from high into reverse with- 
out shifting a gear. His 
But his 
trading-in value is practically 
nil, 

A pedestrian is a biped—if 
he is lucky! | ae oe A 


pickup is astounding 









































Scene: A restaurant. CHARACTER 
Two gentlemen and two ladies. 
First Lapy 


{: AVE you met him? 


First GENTLEMAN 


NS eagle ; = The Lion Hunters 
Whey e ta ay ) 


cM + Who? 
ace First Lapy 
Ska | Why, Ivan Borkmanchef. 


First GENTLEMAN 
No, but he’s coming to the V 
derricks’, Tuesday. 
t Seconp Lapy 
We've got him for Wednesday 
First Lapy 
I can hardly wait to meet him. 
Seconp GENTLEMAN 
He’s the figure of the minute. 


Seconp Lapy 





A genius! 











WannrsnsLacy af x Pam Gen’ . . 
ot tt First GENTLEMAN 
It will be interesting to know hit 
THE FAITHFUL HEART By the way, what is it he does? 
First Lapy 
HAVING ASKED SANTA CLAUS FOR A BULL PUP FOR CHRISTMAS, LITTLE WILLIE es 
Oh—er—different things. 


PUTS HIS DOG-HOUSE IN ORDER, - i 
Seconp GENTLEMAN 
He’s a scientist, isn’t he? 
Seconp Lapy 
I thought he was a novelist. 
First GENTLEMAN 
Isn't he in the government? 
First Lapy 
I believe he’s a poet. 
First GENTLEMAN 
I suppose he’s a bit of everything. 
First Lapy 
Oh, of course. 





Seconp GENTLEMAN 
Anyway, he’s the man of the momer 
Seconp Lapy 

Everybody’s talking about him. 





First Lapy 

And we are going to meet him! 
Seconp Lapy 

I'm so excited ; 
First Lapy 


So am | 








Seconp Lapy 
- ~ Yes, I love to listen to a poet—or 
doctor—or a statesman. They’re all 


amusing C. G. S$. 


SUSPENSE Heard in 1934 


First Bug: WHAT'S ALL THE EXCITEMENT? RS. PERSONAL LIBERTY 
Second Bug: EXCITEMENT! WHY—HERE THE BEETLEBURGH CHRISTMAS COMMITTEE Johnny, don’t you play with that 
HAVE HIRED OLD MR, SNAIL TO PLAY SANTA CLAUS AND NOW THEY'RE AFRAID HE little Smith boy. His father is a hor- 


WON'T ARRIVE TILL THE FOURTH OF JULY. rid old law-abider 





























HN MASEFIELD’S “Sard Hark- 
(Macmillan) has an improbable 
which is an artistic disadvantage, 
such magic has been breathed upon 
that the reader hangs upon every 
d—no, that is exactly what he 
t do. He rushes along pell-mell 
the hero in his terrible journey 
igh the swamp and 
a, and is sometimes irritated with 
efield for writing so beautifully 
he cannot go faster. When Sard 
s extremity goes back eleven miles 


across the 


the tamale crumbs he saw near the 
ws of the swinging outlaw, it is 
st more than a person who is get- 
three meals a day can endure. 
Sard Harker” is the last word in 
ince, and is with the 
consequences of a young 
lish seaman’s attempt to rescue a 
ly damsel from a kidnapers’ 
which he overheard at a 
e fight in Las Palomas. Lu- 
r, falling from morn to dewy 
may hold the day’s record 
speed and distance, but Sard 
ls it for endurance and hair- 
dth escapes. When he finally 
hes San Agostina after two 
lred pages of agony and ter- 
it would seem that the Pow- 
of Darkness should be done 
him. But they are not. 
thrilling and exquisite tor- 
e is yet in store for him that 
final deliverance at the hands 
the Dictator’s troops takes on 
flavor of opéra bouffe. What 
movie this book would make! 


concerned 


istrous 


AFIE R finishing with Sard, it 
, a little trying to find 
e hero of Mary Johnston's 
Slave Ship” (Little, 
rown) in jail in the very open- 

chapter. Even though David = 
ott files himself out (he was 
political prisoner in Edinburgh 
fought with the 
tuarts), he is recaptured and 
leported to America as an inden- 
tured servant. Escaping after 
everal years in the tobacco fields, 
1¢ is taken aboard the Janet by 


was 


rhe 


r having 


Tite and 


SSS 





cereal : 
Letters _ 


its kindly disposed mate. News that the 
Janet is engaged in the African slave 
trade reaches David when it is too 
late for him to do anything about it, 
and the author is thereby given an op- 
portunity to let loose on the evils of 
that ancient system and its corroding 
influence on the souls of the men 
engaged in it. Such a supper of 
horrors is served up that there were 
moments when I should have preferred 
to be reading a novel wherein a flap- 
per dashes on and cries, “Come on, 
Get your flasks and beat it 
for the Balador!” Which is saying 
a great deal for Miss Johnston's per- 
formance. The characterization of 
David is excellent, and the plot’s dé- 
nouement logical and inevitable. “The 
Slave Ship” is a remarkable novel for 
a woman to have written. 


students ! 
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“NURSE, YOU DISTINCTLY INFORMED ME HE WAS ONLY 
A FIGMENT OF THE CHILDISH 


IMAGINATION,” 








ARIE DRESSLER’S “The Life 


Story of an Ugly Duckling” 
(McBride) is something quite dif- 
ferent. Here we have informal and 
amusing reminiscing by a favorite 


American comedienne who, terrified at 
being shut up alone with a typewriter, 
decided to tell the truth and shame the 
press agents, even though it 
the confession that she had never been 
robbed of any jewelry, never had a 
first-class, five-cent cigar named after 
her, and never had 


involved 


been shot at or 
Miss Dressler has 
had a colorful career, and she has 
managed to get its high lights down on 
paper. The book is generously illustrated 
with drawings and photographs, and 
contains the complete text of “Heaven 
Will Protect the Working Giri.” 


done any shooting. 


OU ought to enjoy “The 

Week-End Book” (The Dial 
Press), the popularity of which 
in England is responsible for its 
printing in this The 
publishers have provided it with 
a bookmark bearing the helpful 
legend, “Have you forgotten the 
corkscrew?” and the editors, Vera 
Mendel, Francis Meynell and 
John Goss, have assembled a soci- 
able anthology of great poetry, 
supper dish recipes and close har- 
mony with plenty of 
blank pages in the back for roll- 
ing your own. 


country. 


scores, 


VERYBODY good 

murder, and in “Murder and 
Its Motives” (Knopf) F. Ten- 
nyson Jesse has set forth that 
there are six incentives for one. 
You must be careful, of course, 
to whom you give this book for 
Christmas, but it is unbeatable as 
a bedtime story. 


loves a 


“CO MUCH VELVET,” by 
Franklin P. Adams ( Double- 
day, Page), preserves for us the 
cream of the World columnist’s 
later lyrics, and also that match- 
less prose satire on cultural im- 
provement entitled, “Knowledge 
Is Power.” Baird Leonard, 











Skippy: 


Father: WHAT 
Skippy: 





Boo-HOO! HOO! 


Father: NOW WHAT? 





Father: CMON, TELL DADDY ALL ABOUT IT. 


"S THE MATTER, SON? Skippy: I—1—JUST DREAMT THAT YESTERDAY 


I—I—BO00-HOO! WAS C-CHRISTMAS! 


Skippy 
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Six Letters, ‘‘Mental 
Suffering” 


NEVER thought I should do it. 
t Frankly, I thought I had better sense. 
vas conceited. Now I am nothing but 
ordinary, everyday three letters, “of 
genus homo.” 
t was my first fifteen letters, “mod- 
instrument of torture.” I had kept 
iy from the four letters, “inadequate 
ective” things for months with no 
ticular hardship. I labored 
impression that my mind was puz- 


under 


enough and did not need any ar- 
il letters, “to which coffee 
ngs,” first letter “s,” last letter “t.” 
ight still have been saved if the ini- 
word of this fifteen letters, “demon 
ention” had kept its 


nine 


(see above) 
tance. 

Six letters,” it cried, “meaning ‘loud 
Shouts!” I exclaimed; “what is the 
Oh, dearie, dearie 
letters, “personal pronoun”! 


nd horizontal ?” 


\t 12:15 a.m. I opened the dictionary 
et the exact definition of “unctuous” 
send the man who had ruined that 
e of graph paper. I had 
ght up to regard “unctuous” as 
pertaining to, the 


been 


ning “of, or 











GEE, I ONLY GOT SIXTY IN SPELLING 


HIS MONTH. I WONDER IF I 
PELL ACCORDION RIGHT OR IF I 


ER ONLY 


CAN 
BET- 
WRITE HIM FOR A FLUTE.” 











THE 


KIND OF FOLDING CARD-TABLE 


THE ORDINARY 


church.” There seems to be some dif 
ference of opinion about the word. 

At 3:11 a.m. the thesaurus entered, 
though ignominiously : the directions for 
its use did not explain how to look up 
a word of six letters meaning “lumi- 
nous envelope of the sun,” whose second 
letter was “f” and whose last two let 
ters had to be “v” and “1.” Oh, dearie, 
dearie two letters, “personal pronoun”! 

I am afraid to go to bed; but if I 
stay up I must talk, and I cannot talk 
any more except in this unintelligible 
jargon. And when I try to explain my 
suffering I can find no way of saying 


it but four letters, “nether regions.” 
I know that nobody will be four let- 

ters, “dunce” enough to read this, which 

means that I shall suffer alone: nobody 


will know how like a three letters, 
“small cloth,” first letter “r,” last let 
ter “g,” middle letter “a,” my poor 


four letters, “containing the brain (if 
any)” seems. 

Oh, dearie, dearie two letters, “per 
sonal pronoun” ! Berry Flemina. 


Not a Life-Saver 
IRL (in deep water): Help, help! 
Man (swimming towards her): 
Swim to me! Swim to me! 
Girt (excitedly): 
the wrong man. 


No, no, you are 


= always room for a good 
man except under the same um- 
brella with his wife. 


ONE 
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THEY’ RE 
TEN-—INCH LOGS, 
MY DEARS 





WANTS 
KIND 


AFTER EXPERIENCI 


WITH 


Theatrical Geography 
WITZERLAND 


for its navy. 


A country famous 


Paris—A city whose inhabitants 
spend most of their waking hours 
under other people's. beds. 

United States—A country noted 


chiefly for its exports, the principal 


ones being millionaires and marines 
Alabama 
Sweden—A 


imperfect 


\ state of syncopation. 

country noted for the 
English spoken by its in- 
habitants. 


Russia—A country where no one ever 


takes off his boots and where every 
father is little. 
London—A city whose inhabitants 


live entirely in drawing-rooms and sub- 
sist exclusively on tea. 

Africa—A continent whose climate so 
degrades white men that they come to 
think that love is really of some im- 
portance in life. 

Mississippi River—A 


banks are 


stream whose 


lined day and night with 
Negro dancers. 

Arabia—A paradox among countries, 
for though it has no caves it possesses 
more cavemen than all of Europe and 
America, excluding the Far West, com- 


bined. Bertram Bloch. 


Reflection 
OOLISH is the fellow 
all that he hears, but not nearly so 


who believes 


foolish as he who believes nothing. 
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“The Salvation Hunters” 
J ose f 


YOUNG Austrian named | 

von Sternberg recently attempted 
to burst the bars of commercialism in 
Hollywood and make an artistic pic- 
ture; he set out, commendably enough, 
to show the scoffers that the movie can 
be profoundly cerebral when it wants 
to. His aim, as he explains at great 
length in a series of introductory titles, 
was to photograph a Thought. 

In many of 
Von 
pletely. 
tion Hunters,” possesses qualities of ef- 
fectiveness which lift it 


his worthy intentions 
has_ succeeded 


His production, “The Salva- 


Sternberg com- 


far above the 
movie average. But, like so many sim- 
ilar adventurers before him, Von Stern- 
berg has not been able to dissociate 
Art dulness. He seems to 
believed that a little drama here and 
there, an occasional touch of genuine 
thrill, would be positively vulgar—a 
concession to the basest celluloid tradi- 
tions. He has heard that Art is long, 
so he protracts every close-up far be- 
yond its legitimate length. 


and have 


HUS, “The Salvation Hunters” is 

apt to be boring; 
nate, because there is so much of it that 
is really fine. Von 
how to place his camera to best advan- 
tage, and his individual scenes are beau- 
tifully composed. 
early episodes, when he shows the lives 
of the poor souls who work on a har- 
bor dredge, he forms pictures that pos- 
sess enormous silent eloquence. Here 
we find a form of expressionism which 


which is unfortu- 


Sternberg knows 


Particularly in his 


is really expressive. 

There is some splendid acting in “The 
Salvation Hunters,” by Otto Mathiesen, 
G. K. Arthur and Georgia Hale. Von 





Sternberg used players who were as 


unknown as himself, and 


considerable selective taste in doing so. 


displayed 


HROUGHOUT most of the film 
Von Sternberg manages to get along 
with no sub-titles whatsoever, which is 
all the more fortunate 
that he has inserted are pretty terrible. 
He has made the unpardonable mistake 


because those 


of pointing; he calls attention to va- 
rious effects in his picture as though 
fearful that the picture itself could not 
tell its own story. 

Von Sternberg undoubtedly has tal- 
ent; but that, as yet, is not enough. 
The artist who is afraid to be interest- 
ing is not an artist at all. 


“The Fast Set” 


HE justly famous shallowness and 
hypocrisy of Society are held up to 
“The Fast Set”—a picture 
which differs from its predecessors in 
that it is really observant and, there- 


scorn in 


fore, rings true. 
“The Fast Set” was adapted from 


Frederick Lonsdale’s play, “Spring 
Cleaning,” by Clara Beranger, and 
directed by William de Mille. These 


two collaborators have, as usual, done 
their work carefully and well. “The 
Fast Set” may lack some of the sparkle 
of its parent play, but it is at least more 
honest. 

Adolphe Menjou and Zasu Pitts are 
the best of a generally competent cast 


Bad News 


5 ppsetrs the reputation that this 

department has gained as a grill 
creative effort is 
may say in all 


whereon — serious 


mercilessly roasted, I 





truthfulness that I don’t like to |! 
nasty. I should prefer to see nothi 
but good pictures and deal out nothi 
but praise. That, however, seems to | 
impossible under present conditio 
When two atrocities like “A Saint 
Devil” and “Wages of Virtue” con 
along in one week, I have no choic« 
[ can only curl my lip and growl. 

“A Sainted Devil” is Rudolph Vale: 
tino’s latest and worst. 
badly and utterly d 
void of good acting. The 
South America, where brutal passion 
run riot, and the quality of the stor 


It is objecti 
able, directed 


scene 





is that of a “true confession” in one « 


the more lurid Sunday newspaper 


Mr. Valentino’s make-up is amateuris! 


S to 
seems to be even less excuse for | 
Gloria Swanson is the star and (x 
ceptible shudders) she has turned cut 
She romps and frisks and b 
haves generally like Mae Murray giv 
ing an imitation of Mary Pickford ; 
she was in 1912. This is too bad. Mi 
Swanson is a competent actress in 
own right and is not compelled by «a: 


“Wages of Virtue,” the: 


on us. 


law of necessity to convert herself int 
a permanent ingenue. 
to speak to her about this | 


Some one oug | 


The plot of “Wages of Virtue” is jr 
incredible. It Foreig 
Legion in Africa and is illogical to tl 


concerns the 


point of grotesque absurdity. 


HIS is all very depressing, but 


can’t be helped. There is obvious 


something terribly wrong with t! 

starring system in the movies, and I a: | 

the only person on earth who is u 

able to suggest a remedy. : 
R. E. Sherwood 4 


























Rae A UL ld au tN iit UA AUML UML 1 MAA AMA AM itt INU \ 














€ RG An RT 








LA COMPACT 


rCOT}l y 


fi hether one be‘ U}ctorian and 
powde or im Sec? ny or modern 
ill serene ly Uncons cious of the 
| throng both would keep their- 
| beaut ty radiant —and for Cah there 
| is the new COTY Compacte, in 
| one's special shade and fragrance 

with puff and mirror-all that one 


needs yf lovelines ss and charm. 


/ ¢ 





Po 
# 

Zz ‘ 

? 


"THE ART OF USING POWDER’ 
zuide to the accentuation 2 
j Qscima fing types~sent on re oquest 


COT 'V we. 


74 Fifth Fenue, New York 


CANADA— 55 MCGill College Ave ,Montreat 
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The following preciously 
extract from a love-letter written home 
to his wife by a soldier on active service 
will evoke tender memories in thousands 
of our ex-Service men: 


“Don’t send me no more nagging let- 
ters, Lettie. They don’t do no good. I’m 
3,000 miles away from home, and I want 
to enjoy this war in peace.” 


—London Daily News. 


Not in Any Sense 

You 

Now let us pass on to immor 

life of the hereafter. 

Not prepared, sir. 
—Boston Transcript 


PROFESSOR: seem to understand 
all that. 
tality, the 


STUDENT: 


Regardless of Cost 


“How can we boost economy week 
“Get up a pageant.” 
-Louisville Courier-Journal 

THERE'S no arrest for the 
—Toronto Telegram. 


wary. 


Great Britain, Canada and British Possessions. 
Patent Office $5.00 a year in advance. 


numbers cannot be supplied. 


in Great Britain apply to Lire, Rolis Hous 
Lane, London, LE. C., England 


Lire is published every Thursday, simultaneously in 
itai Title registered in U. S. 
Additional postage to foreign 
countries in the Postal Union, $1.60 a vear; to Canada, 80 cents. 


The text and illustrations in Lire are copyrighted R 
Breams Buildings, 











Tale of a Traveler 

About to travel to India, a man wa 
told by his friends to be sure not to mi 
the tiger shooting. 

“It’s no trick at all,” they said. “Y 
thicket at 
beast arrives, aim between its two eyes 
shining in the dark. It will fall as 
struck by lightning.” 

On his return, they asked how mar 
tigers he had killed. 

“None at all,” he _ replied sad! 
“They've become altogether too cleve: 


hide in a night; when 


They now travel in pairs, and each on 


closes an eye. So of course...” 
—Le Rire (Paris) 
Interview 


CaLLer (to head of the firm): I—er- 
think you—er—used to go to school wit 


my uncle. His name was Wiffle. Per 


haps if you are—er—requiring ext: 
staff—— 
HEAD OF THE FIRM (without ent 
; siasm): Oh, did 1? Was it? No! Goo 
Sailor (jus hom rom “E re . . 
ilor (just home from “Empire morning.—Passing Show (London). 
Cre¢mse je SORRY, OLD GIRL; I TRIED : 
"ARD TO GET YOU A MONKEY, BUT 1 i 
_ “AD NO LUCK, — “WhueEn I left college I didn’t owe an 
Fond Wife: ON, IT DON'T MATTER, ” 
7 : , one a cent. 
DEAR—I ‘AVE you. 


| From Punch 
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Back 
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Established 1874 
2and 4 E. Forty-Fourth Street 
NEW YORK 










ETZEL are tailors 

for men desiring to 
be groomed correctly in 
every detail—it has ever 
been their privilege to 
serve a distinguished 
clientele. 
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lon), by permission. 


“What an awful time to leave.” 





—Harvard Lampoon 
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When you send flowers first — 


the music is more irresistibly soul- 

satisfying, the floor perfect, your pro- 

gram more flattering, your self-esteem 

more abundantly satisfied, and your 

whole evening is gorgeous. Isn’t it? % 
/ 


it with flowers 


Your florist can 
telegraph flowers 
anywhere for you 
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How to Lose on the Races 
Tus has been the most difficult ques- 
1 we have ever had to answer. It 
taken the work of 1,000 highly 
ined expert research men two years 
time, working day and night, and a 
tune in money to discover a system 
reby a man or a woman can lose on 
races. Nor are we sure yet that 
method acquired at such pains and 
pense is foolproof. 
[here were many methods we had to 
ard in arriving at our decision. The 
st and the least practical was the one 
lowed chiefly by women—that of 
king a horse because he has a nice 
me or such a lovely tail. It may oc- 
to many that this should be an ex- 
lent losing formula, but investigation 
ved conclusively that it was the 
rest method, having the highest per- 
ige of winning bets. 
ext came the method of subscribing 
information sold by dopesters and 
ters. Despite the fact that the 
ntial purpose of this method is in 
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BRUSH YOUR 






UST as the 
strength of a 
building is depend- 
entupon its founda- 
tions, so are healthy 
teethdependent up- 
on healthy gums. 


Permit the gums to 
become inflamed or 
tender and you weak- 
enthefoundationof the 
teeth. This condition 
is called Pyorrhea. 
Loosening of teeth is 
a direct result. And 
spongy, recedinggums 
invite painful tooth 
base decay. They act, 
too, as so many door- 
ways fordiseasegerms 
to enter the system— 
infecting the joints or 
tonsils—or causing 
other ailments. 


Pyorrhea attacks 
four out of five 
people who are over 
forty. And many un- 
der that age, also. Its 
first symptom is tender 

ms. So you should 

k to your gums! 
Use Forhan’s, which 
positively events 

Pyorrhea if used in 

time and used con- 

sistently. It also 

scientifically cleans 

H 6the teeth—keeps 
them whiteand 

| , clean. Brush your 
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_GUMS 


If gum- shrinkage 
) . set m, 
* start using Forhan’s 


S | and consult a den- 


tist immediately for 
special treatment. 
Di 35c and 60c tubes 
r } All Druggists 
FO R > ’ Formula of 
THE > R. J. Forhan, D.D.S. 
= FORHAN CO. 
2900 6th Ave., N.Y. 


Forhan's, Ltd, 


teeth with it. 
ih has alread 
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White Star Liner Adriatic 
From New York Jan. 7 
Red Star Liner Lapland 
From New York Jan 17 
Also Adriatic, Feb. 26 
Lapland, March 8 
Back in NewYork 46 days 

later. 

Madeira, Gibraltar, (Alge- 
ciras), Algiers, Monaco, 
Naples,Athens,Con- 
stantinople, Haifa 
(for the Holy Land), 
Alexandria (for Cai- 
roand the Nile coun- 
try). Naples and 
Monaco on return 
voyage. Optional 
stop-over in Pales- 
tine and Egypt. 
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sympathy with our purpose, vis., to 
transfer the bettor’s money to better 
pockets, we discovered too high a per- 
centage of winning bets to make this an 
acceptable method. 

The cleverly disguised tips of the 
comic strip artist fell in a class with 
the women’s method of betting 
names and tails, and showed an alarm- 
ingly high percentage of wins. 

The method which came second-best 
was that of betting on the rumor that 
the trainer or the owner “has planned a 
killing.” We found the percentage of 
losses on this method to be 9934. 

But the method we have selected after 
all the elimination and sifting is this: 
Let the layman gather together all the 
material about all the horses, their 
pedigrees, their time in practice gallops, 
their racing records, etc. Let him sift | 
and sort and figure until his blood pres- 
sure is beyond medical aid. Then let 
him at last emerge triumphant with 
the name of a scientifically 


on 
| 
| 


horse, 





For complete information and descriptive booklets, apply 
to Cruise Department, No. 1 Broadway, New York, our 
offices elsewhere, or any authorized steamship agent. 


WHITE STAR LINE 
RED STAR LINE 





| TaN 
U1 i 


WEST INDIES 
30-31 days 


More than 25 years’ spec- 
ialized experience in West 
Indies cruises. 


WhiteStar Liner Megantic 
(specially constructed for 
cruises in the tropics). 


From New York Jan. 22 
and Feb. 25, returning 30- 
31 days later. 

















Havana, Santiago, Haiti, 
Kingston, Panama Canal, 
Cartagena, Curagao, La 
Guaira, Port of Spain, Bar- 
bados, Fort de France, St. 
Thomas, San Juan, Nassau. 








—— 


Cruise may be joined from 
Florida at Havana and left 
at Nassau for a longer va- 
cation. | 
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Match Play 


CoHEN (in sporty foursome): By 
Golleh, that a pretty chip shot 
Meyer made! 

GOLDSTEIN 


was 
(his partner) Not so 
chip, Cohen. I t’ink it’s goink to cost 
us the hole. 








FOR SALE or TO RENT 


SOUTHERN PINES, 8S. C. 
“Loblolly”—2-Story Stucco House 
brick ornamentations. Lawn 
with Pines. Walled-in garden 
opening off a terrace from house. 
shingle roof. Hall; living room with 
fireplace; dining room with fireplace; 
pantry, kitchen and servants’ dining 
room on first floor. Master’s bedroom 
with fireplace; three bedrooms, two with 
fireplace, and four baths on second floor ; 
also three small rooms and bath. Fine 
suite for children or can be used for 
servants. Rooms over Garage not fin- 
ished, but can very easily be put in. 
Maid’s room, servants’ sitting room, one 
bedroom, one bathroom in Service Por- 
tion connecting with a 2-car Garage. 
Hot Water, Steam Heat and good Plumb- 
ing. 

Address: FIDELITY TRUST CO. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


with 
in front 
in rear 

Gabled 





evolved. This method, our investigation 





shows, fails only once in 100,000 times 





to achieve the purpose of the bettor, 
namely, losing the bet. D. B. 


Hymn Before Inaction 
“TENTATIVE Roll of New Cabinet 
Completed.” We are tentative to-night 
on the old camp ground, many are dead 








and gone, 


FOR SALE 
SOUTHERN PINES, S. C. 
““Woodstock’’—2-Story brick house with attached 
single-car garage 
Hall, living room with fireplace, dining room 
with fireplace, maid’s dining room, can be used for 


this purpose, but might better be called den or 
office, kitchen, 2 maids’ bedrooms, one bath. 
Three bedrooms, one with fireplace, two baths 


on second story 
Heated by steam and has a hot-water system. 


Address: FIDELITY TRUST CO. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 























Splendid Virginia - bred 
mounts to ride on —count- 
less lovely trails to ride over 
—you indulge both your 
love of sport and your love 
of beauty when you ride at 
Virginia Hot Springs. 


The HOMESTEAD 


Christian S.Andersen, Resident Mgr. 


Hot Springs Virginia 


Special Winter Rates on Request 












A Scot’s Farewell to a Golf Ball 


Gude bye, auld ba’! For mony a year 
I've sent ye whirlin’ yon or hither. 
But, puir, wee friend, I sairly fear 


We'll nae mair play at gowf thegither. 


Ye willna last the summer through, 
As I ha’ earnestly been hopin’, 
For ye are bidin’ here the noo 
All bruk wide open. 


I swung at ye wi’ might an’ main, 
I thocht to send ye fairly flyin’, 
An’ didna see the ledge o’ stane 


Beneath the sand whaur ye were lyin’. 


I was o’erhasty, for I meant 
To stand a wee bit closer to ye, 
3ut, pressin’ ower much, I sent 
My niblick through ye. 


Ye bore full mony a dent an’ scar 
An’ cut an’ mashie mark about ye, 

Bye, mon! ye'd travel fast an’ far 
Whenever I would brawly clout ye. 

Full oft’s the time ye’ve hid yersel 


Among the gorse an’ broom around ye, 


But I ha’ hunted lang an’ well, 
An’ always found ye. 


A bonny time for gowf, the fa’; 
But noo—an’ sairly I deplore it~ 
I needs must buy anither ba’ 
An’ pay a precious shillin’ for it. 
The game is my ane lane delight, 
But it grows costly past a’ reason. 
Puir, broken ba’! I hoped ye might 
Last oot the season. 


—James J. Montague, in 
New York Herald Tribune. 











Two Down 


A New York cloak-and-suiter by the 
name of Cohen recently visited Scot- 
land. There he met a native by the 
name of MacPherson. Their conversa- 
tion turned to golf and the upshot of it 
was that they considered the possibility 
of playing a match. 

“I'm a dub at golf,” protested the 
cloak-and-suiter. “I don’t play better 
than a 115 or 120.” 

MacPherson. “I 
don’t get around under 120 or 125.” 


“I'm worse,” said 

However, they decided to play for a 
dollar a hole. 

On his return to Seventh Avenue and 
his friends in the garment centre, Mr. 
Cohen related his experiences in Scot- 
land. He wound up by saying: 

“That lying Scotchman around 
in 78, and won two dollars from me.” 

—New York Evening World. 


went 


A Special Occasion 
Hostess: I’ve got a new maid com- 
ing to see me to-morrow. 

Cater: How delightful! What are 


you going to wear ?—Boston Transcript. 


Glass of Soda with tablespoonful Abbott's Bitters a 
good tonic and palatable. Sample Bitters by mail, 25 
cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


An Echo of the Election 


Soap-Box Orator: 
the ’orizon I 


Fellow men! On 
see the dawn of a new 
error.—Punch. 





Every boy on the team is a Red 


Grange to his maiden aunt. 
—Ohio State Journal. 


















Letting Reedsdale 
Smokers Tell It 


om CuHIcaGco, IxL.: “ Eureka! I 

have found it, the finest, purest and 
most relishing cigarette in the world. I 
enjoy the distinction of having smoked 
95% of the world’s different brands, and 
must admit that I stopped short when 
I tried a Reedsdale.” 


From CoLumBus, OnI0o: “A short 
time ago a friend of mine offered 
me a cigarette—it was a Reedsdale. I 
can readily say it was the best cigarette 
I have ever smoked.” 


(Original letters in our file) 


Reedsdale Cigarettes are 20c for twenty! They 
are put upin a new and specially designed pack- 
age that keeps them fresh, unbroken and un- 
crushed to the last one. 
If not at your dealer’s 
a carton of 5 pack- 
ages(100cigarettes) 
sent for a dollar. 

Smoke one 
package. If not 
satisfied return 
remainin & 
packages an 


oe! _ money 


Reed Tobacco Co., 129 So, 21st St., Richmond, Va. 
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It can't get lost ° 


Itcan't get lost Itcan't get lost 


pull like it/ 


This is 

the new 
Hinge-Cap on 
Williams 
Shaving Cream 
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It can't get lost 











To the Minute 


A traveling Charlestonian paused on 
night at a small up-State town, one « 
those places where trains don’t reall 
stop—they merely hesitate. Its lone hotel 
opposite the railway station, was kept b 
an aged darky, who was proprietor, clerk 
cook, waiter, bellhop and everything. 

“Call me for the three-fifteen train,’ 
ordered the guest, retiring early—to slee; 
soundly until awakened by a loud ham 
mering on his door. 

“Hey, came a 
“didn’t yuh-all left a call foh de three 
fifteen train?” 

“Sure,” gasped the roomer sleepily. 


boss,” voice outside 


“Well, suh,” was the response, “she 
at de stashun now.” 


—Charleston News and Courier. 


Woodcraft 


When any two objects that look lik: 
deer other in the Nortl 
importance 


meet each 


woods, it is of the greatest 
to each of them to shoot first. 


—Detroit News. 





Tourist (in Paris): Garsong!! Bring 
me some “doo sal,”” you know, salt to eat 


“salle 4 manger.” 


—Winter’s Pie (London). 

















“THAT MUST BE A FASHIONABLE RESTAU- 
RANT—LOOK AT THE BEAUTIFUL AUTOMO- 
BILES IN FRONT OF IT.” 

“NOT AT ALL. BHAT’S A RESTAURANT FOR 
CHAUFFEURS.” if 
—Le Monde Illustré (Paris). 
































































Ballad of a Three-Letter Word 
Meaning “Lunatic” 
et a very aged man 
raving by a gate; 
’ quoth he, “ma- 





was marooned 





rooned 


Alas, it was too late.) 


slue were my eyes like the fairy-flax 
Vhen I was wrecked at sea, 
h! I'd took that Crossword Book 
o keep me company. 


ndictionaried and alone 

On that barbaric sod 

f verb ‘to be’ was pie for me 
And ‘that Egyptian God.’ 


SAY “BAYER ASPIRIN’? and INSIST! 


| ere a hermit week had passed 


answers were all done, Unless you see the “Bayer Cross” on tablets you are 
L h space yclept, each word except . . es 
scuaes ile aes not getting the genuine Bayer Aspirin proved safe 


by millions and prescribed by physicians 24 years for 
‘La’ and ‘Li’ and ‘Lo’ and ‘Lu’ 
And ‘Hic’ and ‘Hee’ and ‘Hoc’ 


came ad lib—oh, I was glib 


Colds Headache 


Vith ‘emu,’ ‘auk’ and ‘roc.’ 


Pain Neuralgia 


Carnivora,’ ‘hexapoda Toothache Lumbago 


pulled without a wrench, 
was outlucked by ‘usufruct,’ 














eae , 
Or phrases from the French. | Neuritis Rheumatism 
las, there was an unfilled space— | Accept only “Bayer” package which contains proven directions. 
ae, on unknown word Handy “Bayer” boxes cf 12 tablets—Also bottles of 24 and 100—Druggists. 
tters two—I never knew Aspirin is the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture of Monoaceticacidester of Salicylicacid 
\ hat Jugo-Slavic bird. roe 
; ie 
nd now I’m wan and worn, and wear 
\ seven-letter beard 
nt and how! but still that fowl, 
That bird has not appeared 
) a oe | SKIPPY— 
j ’h, ‘sen’ and ‘yen are Eastern coins, 
i And ‘elongated fish’ H Is B OOK 
ilways ‘eel.’ Hear my appeal- 
\ bird is what I wish....” 
4 
| 





would I’d fled that agéd man 
l-raving by the gate, 
1 no mind to help him find LL the joyousness of childhood’s snappy hour is 
t word—'tis now too late. here distilled by Percy L. Crosby, the artist who 
put life into Skippy and Skippy into Lire. 


| win jed things of air I thought, ks tq . 
a a oe a ; Che Skippy Book contains over one hundred and fifty 


of Crosby’s best drawings, dramatizing the antics of 
this irrepressible and adorable youngster. 


end where I began, 
1 now in Bloomingdale I room- 
The Crossword Pussle Fan. 
H. D By all odds the merriest book of the Christmas season. 
Some one in your household is sure to be disappointed 


Grandma’s Cigarette if you don’t get the Skippy Book. 





ConsmpERATE Conpuctor: Madam, | Order It Now 
that is the smoking car. | 

ELperty Lapy: Thank you so much The Skippy Book is 
—that’s what I’m looking for. obtainable at your 


bookseller’s or from 





None of the mythical elevens picked Lire, Price, prepaid— $2.00 
this year did justice to the husbands 598 Madison Avenue, 
who got the family car parked before New York. 











the game was over. 
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Beautifully printed on 


We’ll Tell the World 


HERE’S nothing like a good, long, raucous, soul-stirring 
yelp to let the world know where we stand. We're only a 
pack of bull terriers—and pups at that 
to say and we can’t help barking about it. 








but we’ve got something 


About what? 


Well, of all things! As if any reader of Lire didn't know! 
We're barking about 


Lire’s Dog Calendar 


for 1925—just out—and our idea of what a perfect calendar 
ought to be. 


You'll go wild over the dog pictures in color by such eminent 
specialists as R. L. Dickey, Warren Davis, and Bb. Cory Kilvert 


—if you're only half as fond of dogs as we think you are. 


Really, it’s great! Just the thing to hang on the wall and enjoy 
all the year round. 


Price, prepaid, $1.00 


This Calendar will be sold only 


by 
fine card stock, with LIFE PUBLISHING COMPANY 
six charming color 598 Madison Avenue 


reproductions. 


New York 
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Lutie in the Book Department 


LutiE: Here’s the books, Ma, if you're goin’ to get some. 
Ma: Where’s the ice-chests, Lutie? 

Lutie: I guess they’re in the basement; we'll ask this 
ntleman. (To a clerk who is very busy getting a 
inter out of his finger.) Ice-chests? 
CLERK (turning to another clerk): 
illed “Ice-Chests” ? 

Lute: It ain’t a book, it’s the ice-chest department. 
CierK: The ice-chests are in the basement. You can take 

elevator right over there. 
Ma: We thought maybe we'd get some books too, Lutie, 


Have we a book 


in't we? 

CLERK: What kind of books, madam? Standard books? 
Ma: Yes, we want some that will look well standin’ 
vund. 

LutieE: We thought we'd have a bookcase, too, Ma. 

Ma: Do you keep bookcases? 

CierK: No, madam, you'd have to go to the furniture 
partment for that. 

Ma: Well, Lutie, I guess we'd have to get the bookcase 
st to see how many books to get. 

CierK: These single cases over here might give you an 
a. 

Ma: Well, now, Lutie, that looks about the size of that 
ice between the windows where we kind of thought the 
ks would go good, as long as there ain’t no mirror, and 
suess one of those long mirrors would cost more than the 
ks. 

Lutie: Well, I'd rather have the books, ’cause you could 
id them, and there’s a mirror over the mantel when you 
int to look. 

Ma: Well, I guess you won't get much time for readin’. 
‘0 the clerk.) She’s takin’ vocal and piano both and 
en she ain't to the Op’ra she’s to a matinee. (To Lutie.) 
u ain’t read those books that you got at the drug store 


Lutie: I did too! I read “The Black Brassiére.” 

Ma (aside to Lutie): That don’t sound nice, Lutie. 
‘o the clerk.) She’s all for excitement! 

Lutire: What kind of books do you want, Ma? 

Ma: Well, Lutie, there’s books that’s excitin’ and refined 
o, kind of classic but interestin’. What was that book 
ur Uncle Ernie was always readin’? Perhaps this gen- 
man would know, it was an awful thick book. 

CLierK: “The Three Musketeers”? 

Ma: Oh, no, it was all in one. 

Lutie: Well, Uncle Ernie would read anythin’, 
m readin’ a history once. 

CLERK: We have some very nice sets here greatly re- 
uced, Dickens, Thackeray 
Lutire: I guess those is the sets Myrtie’s folks has in 
iat case behind the divan and they ain’t never took out. 
think you read anythin’ that’s lyin’ ’round more’n some- 
in’ you have to take out. 

Ma: They keep lookin’ better in a bookcase anyway. 
Lutie: Well, if you like the looks of those sets, Ma, 
vhy don’t you get them? 

Ma: I don’t care about so many red ones, Lutie. 

Lutte: I think red books is cheerful, but you could have 
iny colors you like, Ma. 

Ma: Well, Lutie, I guess we'll go down in the basement. 
{ ain’t a-goin’ to get any books till I see how much the ice- 
hests costs. 


I seen 





Beatrice Herford 


Informed 


“Wuat were you doing at the Information Booth?” 

“I wanted to find out something.” 

“You can’t find out anything at an Information Booth.” 
“That’s what I found out,” 














HOLIDAY GIFTS 


cf 





Chocolates - Bonbons 
French Bonbonnieres 
Novelties - Favors 







Madison Avenue 
at 47th Street 


NEW YORK 





Michigan 
at Jackson 
CHICAGO 
Beal” Luncheon 
Assorlt- 
ment Tea 




















THE EARLIEST BIRD 
Floorwalker: You'RE TOO LATE, SIR; 


WE CLOSE AT 
SHOULD Do YOUR CHRISTMAS 
SHOPPING EARLY. 

Customer: BUT I am DOING IT EARLY, I'M SHOP- 
PING FOR NEXT CHRISTMAS, 


MIDNIGHT, you 











WHY DOES 


Mrs. Pep’s Diary 


(Continued from page 12) 


that the Spartan boy with the fox 
gnawing at his vitals seems like a 
happy Hedonist in comparison. It has 


always been easy for me to rejoice 
with them that do rejoice, but weeping 
with them that weep is quite another 
matter. Whilst I was reflecting 
having run the gamut of 
affliction, Beth Brown arrived with the 
news that she could no longer put up 
with 


upon 
friends in 


and retain 
of personal Whereupon | 
her learned 
that the inhibitions of gentility were her 
acutest distress. So I admonished her 
to break a little crockery 
flatirons. After all, 


her spouse any sense 
dignity. 
and 


questioned severely, 


and fling a 
few why not? 
Troubled all the 
because I 


morning 
could not sum- 
mon a word in seven let- 
nor could I take 
cosmic scheme until 
out of my subcon- 
I can no longer rely upon Sam- 


December 


13th 


ters meaning “insides,” 
my place in the 
“marrows” came 
scious. 
uel for help with cross-word puzzles, 
forasmuch as he has threatened me with 
divorce if I do not forego them, thereby 
dooming me to a _ secret vice....To 
luncheon at an inn with Gwen Fay, 
told me that she had at last foregone 
the employment under which she has 
served for twelve years and was about 
to start her life anew. Whereupon I 
did realize that my own psychology 
about the burning of bridges is not one 


who 


which should be passed on to those who 
have applied the torch. Lord! I am 
for clinging to any prop until it 
crumbles into dust, and should even be 
minded to step cautiously to prevent its 
giving way beneath me. That, mayhap, 
is why I have never given the cru- 
saders the credit which history accords 
them. Baird Leonard. 


Fable 


ONCE upon a time there was a fable 
that didn’t start this way. 





A CHICKEN CROSS THE ROAD? 


Books Received 


Fields of Faith, by Crichton Clarke (McCoy 
Publishing Company) 
Except Ye Be Born Again, 
(Macmillan). 
Grey Face, by 
Page). 
Hammer Marks, by 
(Houghton Mifflin) 
Magellan, by Arthur S 


by Philip Cabot 
Sax Rohmer (Doubleday, 
Arthur Hougham 


Hildebrand (Har- 


court, Brace). 

Entranced, by Grace H. Flandrau (Harcourt, 
Brace). 

Twenty Point Mah Jong, by R. F. Foster 
(Dodd, Mead). 

Sixty Years of American Humor, by Joseph 


Lewis French (Little, Brown). 
Mary Rose, by Sir James Barrie (Scribner). 
Dogs and Men, by Mary Ansell (Scribner). 
When It Was Light, by Henry Lee Stod 
dard (The Yogi Publication Society). 
The Show-Of, by William Almon Wolff 


(Little, Brown). 

Tom Masson's Annual for 1024 (Doubleday, 
Page). 

Harvey Landrum, by Ridley Wills (Simon & 


Schuster). 
The Truth at Last, by 
(Little, Brown) 
Candle Light, by 
The Bible and Ci 
(Harper). 


Charles Hawtrey 


Ruby M. 


ymimon 


(Doran) 
Basil King 


Ayres 
Sense, by 


Isles of the Bicst, by Wilbur Daniel Steele 
(Harper). 

The Hidden Player, by Alfred Noyes 
(Stokes). 

Little Novels of Nowadays, by Philip Gibbs 


(Doran). 
Some Aspects of 
Noyes (Stokes). 
Points of View, by Stuart P 
ner) 
The Princess and the 
Frappa (Duffield) 
Celebrities of Our Time, by 
stein (Joseph Lawren). 
Passing the Torch. by Mary Raymond Ship 
man Andrews (Scribner). 

The atc Duchess, by Alice Woods (Duf 
held). 

Plays by Moliére (Boni & Liveright). 

An Outline of Psychoanalysis, by 1}. 
Teslaar (Boni & Liveright). 

The Children’s Cross Word Puzzle 
Jane Black (Simon & Schuster). 

Cross Word Puzzle Book for Young Folks, 
by Rosetta C. Goldsmith and Sylvia Weil 
(Simon & Schuster). 

The Path Wharton Found, by Robert Quillen 
(Macmillan). 

La Roux, by Johnston Abbott (Macmillan). 


Modern Poetry, by Alfred 
Sherman (Scrib- 
Clowns, by Jean-José 


Herman Bern 


S. Van 


Book, by 


Chalk Face, by Waldo Frank (Boni & 
Liveright). 
Tales from Nature’s Wonderlands, by Wil 


liam T. Hornaday (Scribner) 
Touchdowns, by Lawrence Perry (Scribner) 
Silverhorn, by Hilda Conkling (Stokes). 
Garden Varieties. by Kenyon Nicholson (Ap 
pleton). 


Feats on the Fiord, by Harriet Martineau 
(Macmillan). 
Youth and the Bible, by Muriel Streibert 


(Macmillan). 
A Harp in the 
(Appleton). 
Man Eater, by Henry Milner Rideout (Duf- 
field). 
Character Building in a Democracy, 
ter S. Athearn (Macmillan). 


Winds, by Daniel Henderson 


by Wal- 


WYNKOOP HALLENBECK CRAWFORD COMPANY, NEW YORK 








A POETS PROVERBS 


BEING MIRTHFUL, SOBER, and FANCIFUL 
EPIGRAMS ON THE UNIVERSE, WITH 
CERTAIN OLD IRISH PROVERBS 
ALL IN RHYMED COUPLETS .+.¢ 


*ARTHUR GUITERMAN-e 


Concentrated wit and wisdom 
$2.00 


E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Sth Ave., New York 

















DON HEROLD’S 


New Book 


So Human 


needs no introduction to the readers 
of “Lire.” You want it, of course. 


$2.00 at any bookstore 


E. P. DUTTON & CO., 681 Fifth Avenue, N. Y | 








Nicotin, 85% Pyrid 


> Ammoniac. $5.90. Literature free. 





6 BELLANS 
Hot water 
Sure Relief 





| 


KOBLER AIR AND WATER PEARL PIPE 


yi bey 3 out of the smoke 19% 


Kobler & Co., inc., 594 26th St., Guttenberg, West New York, WN. é. 


Su re Relief 






SELL-ANS 


FOR INDIGESTION 


25¢ AND 75¢ PACKAGES EVERYWHERE 


















ROUGH, CHAPPED SKIN 


healed almost over- 
night by_massaging 
with gentle, antiseptic 


“Mentholalum 


Write for free sample 


Meatholatem Co... Buffalo, N.Y., Wichita, Kans. 











“ask forHorlick’s 


\ The ORIGINAL 
Malted Milk 
- ~ For Infants, 





Safe 
Milk 


Children, Invalids, 
Nursing Mothers 
Avoid Imitations 











MAJOR’S 
CEMENT 


is good for re- 
pairing china, 
glassware 
bric - a - brac, 
meerschaum, 
tipping _ billiard 
c ues. Rubber 
and Leather Ce- 
ments. A L L 
THREE KINDS, 20c. a bottle. If you can’t 
obtain from dealer, will send by mail. 


MAJOR MFG. CO., 460 Pearl Street, New York City 
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THE 
COMPLIMENT OF 
THE SEASON 











HTS CHRISTMAS 
think ABOUT your friends as well as 


9 





> them. When you choose the 


carrier of your compliments of 





the season, pick one that 





really compliments. 
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The gift of a year’s subscription for LIFE the names and addresses of the people you 

carries with it the humor and satire of wish to compliment and enclose five dollars 

America’s cleverest prose and verse, the for each subscription. We will (1) send 

most brilliant art, book reviews, drama them in your name one of the Greeting 

and motion picture critiques, and the allur- Cards reproduced above, to be in their 

ing fact that all of it is served fresh every Christmas morning’s mail; (2) if you pre- 

week. It’s the spirit of the gift that fer, furnish you the cards to fill out and 
counts—and LIFE contains the best spirit mail, and (3) send them LIFE every week 
. | obtainable. for a year. Surely this is as reasonable a 
| il Simply send us, on the attached coupons, compliment as you ever paid. 





























nclose = for_____- subscriptions to: Please send LIFE Please send LIFE | 
LIFE to be sent in my name. for one year to for one year to | 
a I a I i a a | 
peer pane ee | 
LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, NEW YORK One Year, $5.00 (Canadian, $5.80; Foreign, $6.60 
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ARE GOOD TASI& 





